CHAPTER VII!
RED TERROR
THE news of the assassination of Uritzky filtered into the Cross
Prison round about the midday dinner-time. I was in solitary
confinement, but it was told to me by the warder who brought
me my dinner, Later in the afternoon he brought me a newspaper
in which it was officially announced in the biggest scaring type
surrounded by a deep black border.
Around midnight that night I was ordered out of my cell and
lined up with a number of my fellow-prisoners in the corridor.
Cross Prison is actually built in the shape of a cross. The junction
of the arms is a wide well, five floors high, surmounted by a glass
roof. As my cell was close to the well on the third floor I could see
from where I stood along two arms of the cross and down the
well also. On each floor the guards were turning out the prisoners
and making them stand outside their cell doors.
Nobody could guess what this manoeuvre might mean and we
were all a bit paralysed by the apparent importance of it. Some
sort of search, perhaps. At least, it wasn't the mob yet. We felt
safe3 comparatively, as long as the officials held sway. A fellow
up the arm from me made a joking inquiry of two guards as they
passed up and down our ranks with fixed bayonets on their rifles.
He was rudely told to shut Ms mouth. This was specially ominous,
for these guards had always been particularly good-natured.
Clearly something was up and it was giving the guards a new feeling
about us. By craning my neck slightly I could see at the bottom of
the well a corner of the ground floor where a man in a cloth cap
was in heated altercation with Pavloff, the prison Commissar, in
the middle of a ring of guards3 soldiers and Cheka leather-jackets.
1 could see the gestures but was too far away to hear the words that
were being spoken. Somebody on our floor lost Ms nerve and began
to wail. The guard dug Mm in the ribs with the butt of Ms rifle and
reduced the wail to a wMmper.
At last the meeting at the bottom of the well broke up and the
group began climbing the iron stairways to the floors. They moved
down one of the corridors, and almost immediately the guards
started marcMng prisoners in small batches from that corridor
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